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	1. Prologue: Reaping

It was just another normal day in London. Nothing strange had happened for months now, and Luke had even returned from America to spend time with the Professor.

Which, of course, meant that it was high time for SOMETHING to go wrong.

Bill Hawks had called the many citizens of London to convene in front of Scotland Yard- which they did, reluctantly. Bill Hawks's popularity had gone down a LOT since he'd been discovered to have done a science experiment, killing multiple people at the Polydimensional Institute. But, since he was the Prime Minister until it was time to vote again, people still had to do what he said.

Bill Hawks had the grace to look nervous when he stood on the platform, with everyone's sullen, angry gazes fixed upon him. "C-citizens of London," he spoke, looking almost terrified. "I... I have c-called you today..."

He stuttered before turning away. "Come out, then!" he spat, looking utterly furious. "You told me to do this, now you tell them what for!"

A shadowed figure, who had been standing at the back of the stage, stepped forward. _Click. Click. Click_. Her heels clicked as she walked slowly to the platform.

"Hm?" the Professor said, frowning. The figure had a black hood on, hiding her eyes. The only thing they could see of her face was the delicate chin and lips. Her black, hooded cloak covered her entire body, except for her feet- which were clad with black, high boots. _Click. Click._

_Click._

She stood at the podium now, and tapped the microphone before speaking. Her voice was as cold and dark as her appearance, and filled with venom.

"Citizens of London," she spoke, as though slightly amused, "your _beloved_ Prime Minister has called you today, so that I could make an announcement to you. But first, I must ask a few members of this lovely audience to come up onto the stage."

"Professor Hershel Layton."

Murmurs of shock as the Professor blinked. Slowly, people parted to make a path for him, and Luke clung to the Professor's sleeve. "P-P-Professor?" he whispered, as the Professor slowly disentangled himself from Luke's tight grip and walked up to the stage. Once he was standing on the stage, the woman continued in the list of names- and there seemed to be a lot of them.

"Luke Triton."

"Flora Reinhold."

"Emmy Altava."

"Jean Descole."

"Don Paolo."

"Dimitri Allen."

"Anton Herzen, who is visiting from the lovely city of Folsense."

"Clive Dove."

"Becky Lizten."

"Amelia Ruth."

"Nina Ellis."

"Janice Quatlane."

"Katia Anderson."

"Pavel."

"And Arianna Barde, who is visiting from Misthallery."

People murmured in shock, and parted to let said people walk up to the stage. When all sixteen people made their way onto the stage, the woman spoke again, simply.

"These sixteen members have all been chosen to participate," and the woman smiled now, "in my little game."

Murmurs of shock filled the crowd.

"But, if you lose the game," and now she looked at the sixteen people on stage, "You and the team you shall be playing with," her smile grew, "shall lose your life as well."

Cries of fear filled the audience, and Tony Barde tried to make his way on stage before he was shoved back by the Prime Minister's bodyguards. "I shall give you one month to prepare yourselves. Now," and she smirked, "you will all come with me. And, citizens of London..."

She turned back to the crowd and addressed them, "You may watch as intently as you'd like, or simply ignore it. It's really your choice.

"Choose wisely."

And a pale, almost white hand brandished a remote control and pressed a button on it.

And before they knew what was happening, they were in a flying dome, with the stage still beneath them, flying far, far away from London.

All sixteen people exchanged glances.

Time to play for their lives.

**A/N: And, yeah. I hope you liked the prologue and I'll come out with a new chapter hopefully pretty soon. Ta!**

**x.X. A.L. X.x**


	2. Chapter 1: Awkward

"..." Silence reigned in the room- the woman from before had disappeared someplace and was nowhere to be found- before the Professor cleared his throat. "Ahem. I believe we should all introduce ourselves?"

"Well, I don't think any of us need you to be introduced," Clive pointed out, crossing his arms. He was in the Professor's care, but even with the Professor taking care of him he'd been needed to acquire a more sarcastic, rude demeanor to keep himself from being hurt emotionally.

Everyone agreed, softly murmuring agreement, and the Professor politely tipped his hat. Luke stepped forward. "Um, a lot of you probably already know this... maybe... all of you, but, I'm Luke Triton! Professor Layton's number one apprentice!" he said, grinning and sticking his thumb out in a thumbs up.

"I'm Fl-Flora... Flora Reinhold," Flora added shyly, raising her hand in a little wave before lowering it again.

Clive stepped forward, smiling politely. "I'm Clive, Clive Dove," he said politely, before grinning sheepishly and rubbing his head, making the hair on the back of his head stick up a bit. "Although, most of you probably know me as 'the madman who nearly destroyed London'," he added, apologetically. A few chuckles at the slight joke, but most were utterly silent.

"Hello, everybody!" Emmy said cheerfully, stepping forward and smiling. Her bouncy dark brown hair sprang up and down as she walked, stopping only when she stopped. "I'm Emmy Altava, the Professor's assistant!"

Descole was quiet, sitting down until he realized everyone was looking at him expectantly. He sighed angrily and looked around. "What?!" he snapped, slightly.

"Well, what's your name then?" Flora asked, frowning slightly at him.

Descole raised an eyebrow- although, it was a little hard to tell, what with the mask and the hat. "Your dear Professor didn't tell you?" Sarcasm laced his voice. He might be Layton's brother, but he was sure as heck not a gentleman.

Flora looked a little hurt, which made Descole feel a little bad. "No..." she said, softly. He sighed a bit and stood up, his cape surrounding him like a safety net of sorts. "Very well then. I am Jean Descole."

"Oh, I remember you!" Arianna said angrily, standing up. Only a foot from Descole, she had to crane her neck back to see his face, but she managed it. "You're the one who tried to destroy my hometown!"

Descole merely shrugged a little bit. He really didn't have anything to say in response to that, especially considering it was true.

"Er, so, who are you?" asked Clive, as politely as he could. Arianna gave Descole one last glare before turning her attention to the young man before her. "I'm Arianna. Arianna Barde," she responded politely, and smiling a little bit.

Everyone turned to look at Don Paolo, who scowled a bit and crossed his arms. "Don Paolo," he snapped, before looking away. Everyone blinked at the rude introduction before he turned back to leer at them. "Well? Move onto the next person, then! Don't just stare at me like I'm a whale in freshwater!" he snarled slightly, and everyone found somewhere else to look.

Dimitri stood up, inclining the white fedora he was wearing. The bags under his eyes seemed to have grown even more prominent in the last few months. "Dimitri Allen," he said simply, before sitting back down again.

Anton stood up. He looked as old as ever, and Katia kept a steadying arm on her grandfather. "Anton... Anton Herzen," he told them quietly, and Katia smiled brightly. "Katia Anderson," she told everyone, before helping her grandfather back into his seat.

Becky stood up and brushed her long, dark auburn hair back over her shoulder. "I'm Becky Lizten," she said brightly, smiling slightly, smoothing out her maid uniform. She wore that pretty often still, even though her grandmother didn't have a new hotel yet.

"I'm... Am-Amelia," Amelia said quietly. Her blonde hair had been styled even more differently than it had before, the bangs now a bit less thick and full on her forehead and brushed aside a bit. She'd won even more chess competitions, as with age comes wisdom. Even without her grandfather to teach her new moves she'd managed to learn some herself, making them up or looking through his old journal.

Nina smiled shyly. She'd aged since the Professor and Emmy had last seen her; being 12 years old now her long blonde hair was still waist-length, and her blue eyes seemed clear as the daylight. "Hello," she said, smiling a little. "I'm Nina Ellis."

Everyone turned to see Janice. Her long, auburn hair was much the same, and indeed SHE had hardly changed, still looking youthful and lovely. "Hello, everybody," she said, her voice holding a light musical tone to it. "I'm Janice Quatlane."

"Hola, amigo-kuns!" Pavel piped up. He was so short that most everyone, even Arianna, had to look down to see the man. "Je m'appelle Pavel. _Ja_!"

A slight silence as no one knew how to respond to this small mishmash of languages.

"Fine, so we're all introduced," Descole said, almost dismissively, "now what?"

"Good question," the woman from earlier said casually.

Everyone let out a loud exclamation at the shadowy, cloaked figure standing there, and all the children rushed to hide behind the nearest adult. Poor Arianna was forced to hide behind Descole.

"Goodness gracious, where the devil did you spring from?" Clive demanded. The woman laughed, a chilling sound that made chills creep down your spine. "Goodness, you're a demanding lot, aren't you? I promise, all rules shall be explained once the show starts, but I'll give you a briefing once we get there."

"But where is there?" Luke demanded to know. The woman was somehow already gone by the time he'd spoken, leaving his question unanswered. "Excellent question, Luke," the Professor said quietly, making Luke beam happily at his mentor.

Even though there was no more speaking after that, everyone had the same question that Luke had: where was 'there', as the woman had pointed out?

**A/N: Here you go, yet another chapter of this!**

**I am so obsessed with Professor Layton xD**

**Hope ya liked it and I'll see ya soon!**

**x.X. A.L. X.x**


End file.
